













I KNOW YOU 
WEREN'T EXPECTING 
ME UNTIL THE 
WEEKENP. 


AND SHE WENT ON A 
KILLING SPREE TO 


DURING HIS 
FIRBT 
ADVENTURE. 
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YOU DIDN'T SEE A MEDAL? OTHE MIST MADE OPAL HIS 
ON THAT FIRST ADVENTURE STOMPING GROUND, BLIT HE 
WITH THE MIST. YOU'RE FIRST APPEARED IN NEW YORK A 
SURE OF THAT? WHILE EARLIER. HIS METHODS: 
—— WERE A LITTLE DIFFERENT, BUT 
——— q IT WAS STILL HIM. 
YES, QUITE a 
CERTAIN. 









MIST, BUT IT 
rig fae Wealien Sok 
MATTER, THE FIRST TIME HE f WESLEY Dovps, 
BATTLED A COSTUMED INDEED, YES IT 
CRIME-FIGHTER. pe WAS, TACK. 












NEW YORK CITY 
HAS 1TS CHARM. 
/TS BEAUTY. 





AN ENERGY LIKE 


‘THU UHT HUAN a\\ 


spo 






BUT PARTS OF 
THIS PLACE AREN'T 
AS Ee 
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IN ANY CITY THERE 
ARE THOSE AREAS 
WHERE THE 
DARKNESS MEETS 
THE BADNESS. 
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A PIFFERENT PART 
OF MANHATTAN. THE 
UPPER EAST SIDE. 


THERE AREN’/T MANY 
JUNKYARDS ON /TS 
CORNERS. 


I CAN'T BELIEVE 
THROUGH SMILING 


IL DIDNT KNOW THAT MUCH 


ABOLIT WESLEY DODDS. I 
KNEW THAT WHEN EVERYONE 


| ELSE JUMPED INTO GAUDY 
LONG JOHNS HE STAYED IN || 


A THREE-PIECE SUIT AND A 
GAS MASK. HAVE TO. 
ADMIRE HIM FOR THAT. 


I KNEW HE WAS 
‘RAND Lets 
OTHER: 


I LEARN HE EEA | TMS. y 
LUXURY BUILDING FOR THE 
Eee LIVES HERE, a 


Ss 


LEARN Gag 
BY Gag 


I THINK I'M GOING 
TO BE SICK, I'M SO 
NERVOUS. I'M LIKE A 
COLT IN SPRING TO 


ISED 
Lapligersyetet BEFORE 
CAME Ee, TOO. 
DuICRSILVER ‘PLAYS 
IN THE PIT OF ME. 
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LIKE THAT? I 
} INDED LIKE AN 
IPIOT. GET A GRIP, 
TACKIE. 


BEING CALLED 
WESLEY, 
NOWADAYS. 


“WHISPERS IN DARKNESS |S MY FAVORITE 
BOOK, MISS BELMONT." SAY IT, TACK. 
SAY IT AND YOU CAN SAVE THIS MESS. 





YOU'RE PROBABLY 
TIRED. WE CAN TALK MORE 
AFTER YOU'VE MET WESLEY. I 
KNOW YOU'VE COME A LONG 
WAY TO SEE HIM. 
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HE'S IN Ol 
STUDY. HE LIKES Te 










I ENTER, AND 
DON'T EVEN 
NOTICE DIAN 


BELMONT'S 
WRITING DESK. IMSS THE 
NOR THE AUTOGRAPHED 
TOURNALS AND PHOTO FROM 
WRITINGS SHE HEMINGWAY , 


HAS AROUND. 


Too. 





MALL 


BY A & 
FIGURE SITTING TO 
THE FAR SIDE. 









[ BUT DON'T SEE HIM 


FIRST. THE MAN DRIVEN 
ENOUGH tied IT 
ALL. 


AND HIS PAST. 

THEN IN A WAVE Ayo 

OF EMOTION I SUDDENLY 
CAN'T BEGIN TO MEANS 
UNDERSTAND... EVERYTHING. 


BEING HERE WITH DIAN 
BELMONT...IN MY OPINION, 
AMERICA'S GREATEST 
LIVING WRITER. 


AND DODDS...THE 
PIONEER OF MY 
OWN 


| BROTHERHOOD OF} — 


FAVORITE FOOLS. | 





a IT WILL MAKE \f 
ME SMILE TO 
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IL DON'T 
THINK HE'S GOT 
HIS HEARING AID 

TURNED LIP. 




















BO’ 
TELEPHONED _AND DIBN'T 
TOLD ME TO , SEE YOU 
EXPECT YOU. ENTER. 





ALTHOUGH, 


SPEAKING OF 
FRIENDS, I'D HALF 
HOPED THAT YOUR 

FATHER MIGHT HAVE 
ACCOMPANIED YOU. , 
IT'S BEEN SO LONG fl 
SINCE I SAW ANY 
OF THE OLD 
CROWD. 








NO 
ONE VISITS 
YOU? 





No. WHEN WE 
WERE AGED. BACK 
IN THAT LAST 
TERRIBLE FIGHT, 
WHEN CHARLIE AND 
REX AND AL 
DIED. 


YOU GO, JACK. BUT GIVE 


AS HE SHOULP BE. I 
'T KNOW IF I 


BUT FROM WHAT = 
HEAR, WESLEY HAS WO 
TRULY AGED. AS OLD M\y 


I'D FEEL BO. 
SAD SEEING HIM THAT 
WAY. AND SO GUILTY 

THAT 2M NOT THE 
SAME. 























OF COURSE, 

NOW WE'VE ALL 

BEGUN DYING OFF. 

I SEE THEM EVEN, 
LE: 


THAT'S RIPICLILOUS! 
ME OLD AND HIM NOT. 













HE'S GUILTY 


QUANTITY, THAT MATTERS IN 
EVERYTHING.INCLUDING 
YEARS LIVED. 









HIS CLIRRENT 
GOINGS- 
ON. 





WITH phn ah gre FIFTY 
oPEChUSE en THAT 
IAD HAPPIN! 







> MY YEARS 
HAVE HAD ADVENTURE 
| _AND MYSTERY, CRIMES 
TO SOLVE. INTRIGUE. TO 
SOME, THAT'S MORE 
WEALTH THAN 
GOLD. 


















THOUGH 
I'VE BEEN 
LUCKY 
ENOUGH TO. 
HAVE MONEY, 







CRIME - FIGHTERS FACE SOME 
KIND OF SADNESS. THEY LOSE 
SOMEONE THEY LOVE, ar madd 
CRIME FIGHTING ENDS UP 
KILLING TER GIRLFRIEND OR 
EIR WIFE OR 
THELISB AND. 
















NING TO END... 












Z'VE HAD DIAN 





(/ESS 
VE IDR ALL OF 
THEM. 






I MET HIM 
ONCE BEFORE I 
BECAME A SLIPER-HERO. 
IN NEW YORK. IT WAS ONE 
OF THOSE THINGS WHERE 
WE INSTINCTIVELY 
DIDN'T HIT 








IT'S FLINNY. 
I MET TED, AND 
DIDN'T CARE FOR HIM. 
NOT THE FIRST 
TIME. 











SOCIETY. 


STARMAN. I BEGAN LIKING 
HIM. WE WERE LAG Sad 


NONSENSE, TACK. 
YOUR FATHER WAS 
CANPIP ABOUT YOUR 
FEELINGS TOWARDS 
MIS PAST, AND ALL 
THE DODDERING OLD 
FARTS LIKE ME 
WHO WALKED HIS. 
WALK. 


IT'S MY DIAN YOU'RE 
PLEASED TO BE MEETING. 
ISN'T IT? 


YEARS AGO. 
IT SEEMED 









GOOD 
DRUNK, LIKE IT WAS ME 
THAT HAD GOTTEN THE 
AWARD. I WAS BO 
PLEASED FOR 

YOu. 


BOOKS, MIS: 
BELMONT. 
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SO WHAT 
BRINGS YOU 








I HAVE SOME GUESTIONS. 
ABOUT AN ADVENTURE YOU HAD 
BACK IN THE OLD DAYS. 















‘ i 
TO SAY BY as 
TELLING YOU >» 
THAT. 
4t&, 
























MY FATHER'S 
ENEMY, THE 
MIST. 
APPARENTLY, 


YOU FOUGHT 
HIM FIRST. 


FRR, YES, \F \T'S 
THE TIME I'M THINKING 
OF, THEN I RECALL 
SOME OF THE EVENTS 
AT LEAST. ALTHOLIGH 
HE DIDN'T USE THE 
“MIST” ALIAS AT 
THE TIME. 











SOLVED A MYSTERY HE 
WAS INVOLVED IN. 
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I'M IN A 


I'M TEP KNIGHT, MY 
FATHER. IT'S /944. THE 








I'M NOT 
UP ON THE NEW 
NAMES AND 
COSTUMES. WAS 
THE KILLER KNOWN 
TO Your 
ANSWERS 


ON A POSTCARD, 
WESLEY. NO 
BELLS! 


x ron \ 
THEN IT WOULD . 


'BEEM WE HAVE TWO 
THINGS UPON US 
THIS NIGHT, MY 

OLD FRIEND... 


JAMES TONY WADE VON 
ROBINSON HARRIS GRAWBADGER 
writer penciller inker 


) GREG WRIGHT - colorist OAKLEY /N.J.Q. - letterers 
CHUCK KIM - asst. editor ARCHIE GOODWIN - editor 


REATED BY JAMES ROBINSON AND TONY HARRIS 
OPS, 





DY=y-[elant-]amaclele 


“THIS 1S WHAT 
SOME 
LOOKS LIKE” .- ie 





we 


